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A note to preface the rest: 

I'm waiting for the biis after a two-hoiu" return to my former 
place of education. It's beautiful, I should walk and listen to music, but 
I'm in the mood for a ride. There's excitement, a palpitation of hope 
that maybe the bus will go past the destination, cross the state line, take 
me on a new adventure with only five dollars in my wallet. I've been 
hankerin' for an escape, somewhere new, somewhere hot, with different 
voices, languages, colors and hues. But, I'll have to enjoy this moment, 
this single moment of possibility. There'll be more, but I'm sharing this 
one with you in hopes of, perhaps, making a point. 

It's easy to get stuck, to "rock shut as a seashell", as Plath 
wi'ote, it's coming back, she followed up with, that's the miracle, the 
coming back to the reality of the same place you left for a moment. 
Her miracle was m a much darker context than the one I'm trying to 
get at. How to overcome the reality of feeling trapped, of feeling 
stuck? Perhaps to appreciate the daydreams of adventure, but, more so, 
to appreciate, to fully take in our surroundings? How easy to be 
devoured by the intricate complexity of routine, how easy to grow old 
in mind! How difficult to stay youthful, hopeful! 

But in our effort, in our strife, so much beauty is created. I find 
myself exceptionally proud to have put these submissions, this issue 
together (thank you to all the contributors!). There's much beauty here 
to keep us going, to make coming back worthwhile despite all difficultly. 
So, here's to you, reader, contributor, supporter, canaiy — enjoy! 

Your always faithful putter- tog ether-er, Julie 



A note on the front and back covers: 

The front cover was wonderfully created by one Isaac BidweU. 
Thank you Isaac for your wonderful creation and contribution! Also, to 
note, the canary next to the title is a fabulous drawing oft hailed as oui" 
logo that was designed by the talented Cayetano Valenzuela. Thank 
you, too! Lastly, the back cover is a flyer designed by Scotty GriUard 
from a creation of Andre Pagani's that spurred from Kelly Olsen trying 
to burn an ewok. You should go to the show on May 1 , the money 
from admission is going to an anonymous, but well-deserving cause. 
And, plus, the bands are fucking sweet. Lastly, if you would like to order 
back issues, I have to request some money these days (sadly), but will try 
to get it back to free ASAP. Thanks! 



Desire by Mitch Ellingwood 

There we sat 

on that old cracked cement wall 

where the beach has been dry for years 

and the broken glass and cigarette butts never seemed to bother us. 

That last day we spent on the bluffs, 

expanding on our world, 

you held my hand and said you were cold. 

So then stumbling down that road, 

we made our way home. 

Leaning on me for support, 

I never wanted to let you go. 

Twilight fading and the streetlights spreading their faith, 

I looked into your eyes and saw truth for the first time. 

As we walked over the threshold, 

you whispered in my ear those words I'll never forget. 

"I need you to keep me breathing, your all that I have" 

With our minds split wide open, 

and your stare piercing my heart 

we fell into sweet symphony 

and created a world of bliss. 

And betraying my promise, I left you for that rabbit, searching for the 

feeling I had all along. 

I'm sorry that I betrayed you, 

I should have never broke your trust, 

but now your words are etched in stone. 

Though it seems like years 

that you've been gone, 

theres still that heaviness on my heart. 

You were the one who understood, 

cared to ask, 

though you knew the answer long before. 

I wish I could remember you as you were, 

no glass stare from your once beautiful green eyes, 

no blank expression where your smile once stood uncaring, 

no ice chips trying to hold back the blood... 

not the hypocrite I've come to love and hate. 

I've been spending these days chasing that rabbit again, 

hoping to find you in his burrow. 

And even though I know it's wrong, 

I still hope to find you, buried nose deep in that snow... 

to tell you that I'm not mad 

Rest In peace 



Travelin' Uncle by Qiieen Viktoria 

I remember exactly what he looked like, my boyfriend's uncle. His 
bushy white beard breathed a slow and steady aroma of sweet cigar and 
peppermint. 

"You're beautiful. I can tell you have the nicest dark olive skin and 
beautiful almond shaped eyes." he said. 

"Hey, yer right, I'm Chicana!" I said. 

I sat next to him. 

"Let's see who you got here, Vince." he said addressing my boyfriend. 
Uncle's hand rose up and lay gently across my face. 

Despite his dry calloused skin, I cautiously grinned so that my chubby 
cheeks wouldn't bubble up my features under his enormous hands kind and 
specific touch. From the perch of his cane, a reddish green parrot carved there 
stared blankly as he put his hand to my cheek, to seeing face. 
The clouds of his irises peeked out from the fleshy caves of eye lids, spare grey 
lashes hung like busted spider webs across them. He leaned into me as he 
spoke. 

He said, "I lost my eyes in Nam, if that's what yer wonderin'. Charlies 
'Hacked, lost a chunk outta my arm, my leg and fire bomb sprayed my face 
blind." 

I smiled nervously. He took his hand back and smiled. I studied the 
scars burnt across his face like the craters of the moon at the darkest of night, a 
gossamer mask of pocks, wrinkles, and living. Frozen in the beams of his non- 
gaze, I noticed a few threads of his beard worming their way into his mouth. 

"I only mind being blind on a train," he said. 

I inched closer to hear the story. 

"I got on a train over thar in Texarkana- Amtrak." He said, "I swear we 
was up to our asses in people-sweat and I had my walking stick out so's I could 
find a chair in thar." His voice had changed into a loud theatrical voice. I 
pictured him as a circus ring leader or a giant white grizzly bear. 
I pictured a white grizzly bear on a train with a walking stick, talking the way he 
talks and smiling the way he smiles. It made me laugh while he spoke. 
"So I bump into a lady and I was purdy sure I damn near cupped her bosom." 
He shuffled in his seat on the couch and simulated a bumbling man loosing his 
hat. I laughed again. He tipped his hat to the woman in his mind, "Oh, my 
'scuse me Ma'am. Begging your pardon," he bowed his head reiterating his 
southern hospitality. 

"Then I heard, 'who you callin' Ma'am?'" he said in a deep New 
Orleans drawl. "Uh oh, I said to myself, this guy is gonna kill me" he said, "So I 
told him, sorry I didn't see ya there bub. And the guys say to me Whadda ya 
blind? I'mma 300 pound man!" I rolled back in my seat laughing harder. 

"'Why, yessir,'" mimicking his own voice, '"I am blind' I told that ole dirty 
bastard- And he kept on up with, 'oh sorry sir sorry- sorry', as if I was gonna 
kick his tail end." His laughter is like a low whistle pushing out hot air then a 
chuckle like the chug of a train. "And I woulda too, don't let the ole white beard 
fool you." He said. The bubbles of laughter burst through us like the chugs of a 
train from Texarkana to Houston Texas. 



lu November, We Remember: Emma Goldman & Upstate, NY!!! 
11.10.2006 by Problema Goldman 

Emma Goldman was bom in 1869 in Kaunas, Lithuania and later died in 1940 in Toronto, 
Canada. During her life, Emma was a constant target of state repression and was notorious 
as "a sponsor of anarchy, of violence, free love, and revolution, she was vilified in the press 
as "Red Emma", "Queen of the Anarchists", "The most dangerous women in America," yet 
her name would also appear on the list of the some of the world's most influential women 
like Jane Adams, Annie Besant, Hellen Keller, Harriet Tubman, and Madame Curie to name 
only a few. In Anarchist Voices: An Oral History of Anarchism in America by Paul Avrich, 
(p. 45) EmmaGroldman is described as a propagandist and organizer for:"women's equality, 
sexual liberation, and birth control to labor activism, liberation education, and artists 
freedom. Sfrong in her opinions, not in her sympathies, she was a powerful orator who 
toured the country restlessly, incessantly, selling vast quantities of radical literature and 
raising funds for the anarchist movement, of which she was a leading representative." 

This is the story of Emma Goldman and the events that surrounded her while in Upstate, 
New York. In 1885 at the young age of 17, Emma Goldman emigrated from Lithuania to the 
United States of America eventually settling into Rochester, NY. In Rochester, NY Emma 
worked at the Garson Co. textile factory and soon married a fellow worker by the name of 
Jacob Kersner. In 1886, Emma credits the Haymarket Riot as a life changing event of vision 
and inspiration, of which she fust heard of from tlie German socialist Johanna Greie at 
meetings organized in Rochester. Emma latei' wrote that "the decisive influence in my life" 
was the Haymarket Riot and death of the Chicago anarchists "which brought me to life and 
helped to make me what I am."[l] 

In 1889 Emma found herself unh^py with her marriage and moved to New York 
City(NYC) where she was introduced to more radical activities. As we shall see a little 
further on, it is important to note that Emma never legally divorced Jacob Kersner, One such 
influence, was that of Alexander Berkman also-known-as Sasha, of whom Emma first met in 
NYC. According to my research (largely taken from The Emma Goldman P^ers); Emma 
didn't return to Rochester until August of 1901 when she spent a month visiting her sister 
Helena. After her visit in Rochester, she traveled on to Buffalo where the Pan-American 
Exposition was taking place. 

On September 6th, 1901 President of the United States of America William Mckinley was 
shot and killed by self-proclaimed anarchist Leon Czolgosz. The government would soon 
charge Emma Goldman with responsibility for this assassination for supposedly influencing 
Czolgosz, but the charges were soon dropped and Emma got some of her first on hand 
experience and taste of state repression. Recently, I stumbled across some amazing ancient 
family records from 1901 - a scrf^book of their journey from Albany to Buffalo to see the 
Pan American Exposifion. Part of the entry on September 6th reads, "On the way we heard 
that our good President McKinley had been assassinated at Buffalo." The scrf^book 
includes an old President McKinley pin and various Pan American Exposifion arficles, 
stamps, admission ticket, and some discourse about everyday life. In reference to the 
anarchists, I like Uncle Hank's, quote fi'om Around the "Pan" with Uncle Hank also 
published in 1901: 

"Them Anarchists is like rattlesnakes; fiist they rattle dangerous wamin's and then they 
strike a deadly blow. No civilized community ez safe while they're about. It's high time they 
waz exterminated; jes' make it high freason when they rattle on' about removin' rulers; an' 
let ther strong arm of ther law grasp 'em around th' neck an' sfrangle 'em tew death before 
they hev time tew coil an' strike. Naow ye see th' danger ov 'lowin' ther scum of Europe 
tew cum inter th' country. Yer quarantine yaller fever, but ye nevei' think ov quarantinin red 
anarchy, 



which is a sight more dangerous diseese. . . ." 

For Emma's perspective of the situation take a look at the article she wrote:Tragedy at 
Buffalo. You can also check out Emma Goldman's book written in exile Living My Life 
(whereas Chf^Dter 24 is about Buffalo, NY) 

After the assassination, the State of New York passed on April 3rd of 1902 tlie Criminal 

Anarchy Act, Ch^ 371. Part of tlie document reads, Ihat any person who advocates for 

criminal anarchy is one who: 

2. Prints, publishes, edits, issues or knowingly circulates, sells, distributes or publicly 

displays any book, paper, document, or written or printed matter in any form, containing or 

advocating, advising or teaching the doctrine that organized government should be 

overthrown by force, violence or any unlawful means; or. 

In 1903 the United States Congress went on to pass an anti -anarchist immigration act, 

thinking that all the anarchists were coming from across the Pond 

Latei' on, in 1904 Emma spoke in Rochester before fellow garment workers on behalf of the 
Free Speech League in solidarity with John Turner against the anti-anarchist immigration 
law. Later on. Congress rules against John Tumer that it has "unlimited power to exclude 
aliens and deport those who have entered in violation of the law, including philosophical 
anarchists." 

In the March of 1906 the first issue ofMo(/(e/-Zart/i waspubhshed. Soon afteiwaids, Emma 
began her national lecture tour, which included among the stops Rochester, Syracuse, Utica, 
and Buffalo where the police actually tried to disrupt the event. 

In the Maich of 1909, Emma found herself back in Rochester. On April 8th, the US Court in 
Buffalo invahdated the citizenship of Jacob A Kersnei', who was Emma's claim to US 
citizenship through mairiage. 

In the Januaiy of 1910 a free speech battle enipts in Buffalo with Emma in the middle. A 
large amount of discontent with anaichy seemed to be prevailing through Buffalo after the 
assassination. Back in Rochester, Emma holds three different discussions. In March, an 
amendment is made to the Immigration Act of 1907 which forbids the enfrance to the United 
States for criminals, paupers, anarchists, and persons carrying diseases 

In 1911 Emma spoke at the inauguration of the new Ferrer School in New York City also- 
known-as the Modem School, of which slie was instmmental in its foundation along with 
many other notable anarchists. 

The Modem Schools, also called Ferrei' Schools, were American schools formed in the early 
20th century around the ideas of educator and anarchist Francesc Ferrer I Guardia and 
modeled after his Escuela Modema. They were an important part of the anarchist, free 
education, socialist, and labor movements in the U.S., intended to provide education to the 
woricing-classes from a liberating, class-conscious perspective. The Modem Schools had 
classes for children during the day, and lectures were given to adults at night, [wikipedia] 
On January 6th Emma began her lecture tour in Rochester. Over the next six months she 
would fravel to 50 different cities in 18 different states, delivering over 150 lectures and 
debates. On January 8-14, she spoke in Buffalo witli poor attendance. On April 7tli tlie Free 
Speech League was incorporated in Albany. 

In August of 1914, World War I officially begins and on December 20th Emma delivers a 
speech on war to over 1,800 in Rochester that was organized by her niece Miiiam 



Cominsky. Two years later, in 1916 Emma lectures again in Rochester on the subjects of 
education, Russian literature, birth control, sexuality, and anarchism. 
In the February of 1917 the Alien Immigration Act is passed by the US government 
allowing the deportation of undesirable aliens "anytime after their entry." In 1918, Emma 
lectures again before her imprisonment for US military draft refusal. The US intelligence 
agencies soon begin collecting the names and addresses of over 8,000 Mother Earth 
subscribers. On September 27th, 1919 Emma is released from imprisonment to mobs of 
reporters, friends, and niece Stella Ballantine, who accompanies Emma back to Rochester. 

On November 25th, 1919 the Department of Labor ordered the deportation of Alexander 
Berkman and Emma Goldman. At dawn on December 21st Berkman and Goldman set sail 
on the SS Buford, bond for Russia. Later on in 1920, US Attorney Geneial A. Mitchell 
Palmer, working with Justice Department agent J. Edgar Hoover and immigration 
commissioner Anthony CamineUi ordered the arrest of ^proximately 10,000 radical aliens. 
In 1923, Emma Goldman's mother, Taube died in Rochester. 

Upon her arrival in Russia, Emma was at first enthusiastic about the Russian Revolution of 
1917, but soon became a critic. She was stunned by "the wholesale arrests of Russian 
anarchists, the dispersal of Makhno's guerrilla army in the Ukraine, and the conversion of 
the local Soviets into instruments of party dictatorship, rubber stamps for a new 
bureaucracy." 

In 1939, Emma Goldman passed away in Toronto, Canada and her grave soon afterwards 
was set to rest in Chicago. Emma Goldman from what is known as Upstate, New York: one 
of America's most celebrated radicals and an anarchist at that! 




Recently written graphic biography of Emma Goldman by Sharon Rudalil 



Two Fattieimltg hj Miclkaell Mungss 



"Crows, and the like, flutter once, twice, spin out of control and drop 
to the stale, unforgiving earth. Impact is silent; nothing is out of place. 
All evidence of the event is left as fallen leaves, and the leaves barely 
Slip out from underneath the gathering piles of feathered corpses, 
form a hrief sort of chalk outhne, and then disappear. Obviously, 
documentation is a matter of chance. And I think we can agree that 
memories are usually ruminated upon under the dim hght of could- 
haves and wouid-haves,,. Unfortunately? Good, In the cemetery of 
History, therefore, where broken beaks and praying hands alike are 
buried pointing upwards at heaven, it is imperative to keep both 
footing and hope-whatever 'hope' we still claim." 

"But that is not an easy combination! For one thing, as with any 
corrupt institution. History has a way of deahng with skeptical 
people. Yes, and the preferred method is to keep things quiet. For 
another thing, the most popular bunch of recommended searching 
grounds have long been incorporated, so to speak. Thus, in the 
interest of real understanding, our work will need to be confined to 
the noisiest, dirtiest places: back alley bars, for example, and the 
garbage cans beside them. Indeed, one would do well to pick through 
all the shameful refuse of a city, scrap by scrap, and hark back to 
happier days by tracing each step in the right direction-one empty 
bottle, one suicide note at a time. Let it be said: nobody has ever found 
a word of truth within some ghost-written obituary, glossy and 
random, nor has good advice been included in the weekend paper, 
deluxe edition or otherwise, stuck, willy-nilly, to the advertisements.'' 

"Still, one might detect a hesitating sparrow, by chance, from a 
bedroom window, and wonder." 

"This, too, is to be expected. After all, even the terminally ill-sick 
with burden, with sorrow and regret, and with exiiausted bodies just 
axiinng to quit-can manage to lift their tired eyes. But they will not 
Strain to get out of bed." 

"In order to properly forget the past, then, one must simply lose 
concentration and come, in the fashion of various dead birds-and 
without much of a fight, either-to a rather sudden, violent halt." 



off beats and movie quotes, snoopy and vanilla wafers, 
(alternate title: still in mourning.) 



paraphrased movie qjotes 
stuck on the mind from the hours 

the news 

a!l without reason'' 

george glover, in our youth, we called him poppy v 
within vestal charlie brown, snoopy and the little yi 
love sboutthe screen he'd bnng us potato chips in \ 



ater, ^er dinner, he served us sherbet with vanilla wafers the glover family meal specialty'' crE(S<ers S eggs i hated eggs, 
3utdanny didrVt. danny aid poppy would talk about baseball the youngest child, i struggled with issues of [ealousy in regards 
:o attention i thoy^t my grandparents liked danny better because of his gender. A the tme, i idolized susan b. anthony my 



though, poppy gave me alitde prayer book thaCs cover had a painting of an angel guidng two children over abldge 

ping pong in the basement poppy would give out old bowling trophies to my brother to reward his good games a little green 



a basketball hoop in the dnvew^ a birdbath way off in the narrow, y^ long stretch of yard for their dog 

the birdbath enchanted my little bird drawing fingers, every halloween, on the side porch, ^andma would 

display of scary witches and ghosts that terrified my tiny insides, but thilled me all the same' i would sit on the carpet while 

she watched gdden girls, her hair much like dorothys. the glovers always go white, they go white fast i hardly remember my 

once poppy built me a tiny kitchen cabinet that sits now in my fdher's garage filled with books and rocks that ; hardly 
remember out of view, but, thai, oh, then, they filled my loneliness with such mage, such mysDcd appeal in Ihe stories, the 
characters, each rock anew gem, each rock a chance to find an ore. each rock a chance to find a secret to something far, far 
from where my mind usually lay 

at some point, poppy aid grandma moved to atlanta as most know, whd:ever ( 
contact and connection, espeddly through telephone, mailboxes or emails we lost touch for 
sat with poppy posed next to grandma, his thick bla* glasses, he was the kind of man who I 
dipped onto proexi sting glasses 

later, i leaned more about his past, the good, the not very good the nealy bad he own 
an insh anercan working dass background poppy myfather. how i almired dannyl and dt 

I hope, too, to one day find forgveness forgiveness within myself to grant myself 

I didn't think i hai so many memones and even more keep flooding ml i didn't thi 
so., ccntinuously. many connections, much more to say i ran out of fuel i |ust thought you st 

som^ing more than a luna edipse happened yesterday 

in the hours, leonad a^s «rgini a why someone must die (its the poet whom must die.) 
she responds to teonard that someone must die, 
so that the rest of us may go on living 
and, perhaps, value life more 

was the begnning of happiness 
but really, it was happiness 

nothing continues. 

aid even sometmes, thai goes awry 
so, the quiet praying poet dies. 

so that we may go on living, 
and, perhaps, value life more 



moonset. a canary submission. 

by bobbo. 

its the first simday beyond tlie new moon. 

have you ever put your hand or foot into a cooler that had run out of cans or 
bottles? the iced water, mostly water with a few ship-wrecked drifting and driftless 
accidental straggler cubes floating dejure between styrofoam shores. stiU extremely 
cold, yet unintimidating. i used to do that as a kid at family barbecues and hoHday 
after parties, id see how much of an enduring brain and body my ten year old self 
had. sometimes id make a game out of it with my younger cousins to see who 
could stay in the longest, i brotj^ht myself up as somewhat of a pseudo -extremist, 
putting myself in situations where if something went wrong, iknew i could get hurt, 
but i wouldnt get hurt all too much, the thrill, the learning, and the playing, all with 
reservation, i suppose. 

it would start out as a normal sensory season change, cold, then a tingle that almost 
felt comforting would set in, but would only stay a very very short while before 
everything was suffocated with a burning, the burning was the part that made it 
hard, the burning was how one would win or lose the game, after the burning came 
numbness, and once the numbness set it, there wasent much more of a reason to 
continue with the exertion, nor a prize to win other than frostbite, so id take my 
hand or foot out from the box of numb and get quite the kick out of feeling 
somewhat limbless, then it all went in reverse, a slow sting, the buuuurrrrming as 
blood made its way back into my finger and toe ends., the burning seemed almost 
worse outside of the box than in. maybe it was all in my head, most things are. 
hmmm, when the burning slowly faded, the tingle began again, but was so short it 
made the prior tingle stage seem hke eternity, and then nothing, ground level. 
normal, itd be over, but id have the memory, and the lesson, and the win. in all 
honesty after doing that no more than two or three times the hindsight kicked in of 
knowing it was entirely stupid and i could have been using my time to accompHsh 
ANYTHING else, but i was yotmg. right? thats what we get to use as an excuse, 
right? 

i sit here on the first holiday ive never spent with family, its the newest feeling ive 
encoiuitered thats for sure, its also fear filled, in buddhism, one of the highest level 
monks are called bhikkhus. it means fear-seer, one who understands all emotion, 
even though it may be self perpetuating, comes from oneself, and only when you 
understand you are in control of your fear, your fear becomes conti^oUed. the 
paradox in this bhikkhu explanation is that to control an emotion means only to 
accept an emotion, to acknowledge fear [or any emotion at that matter..] and to 
continue, not as if it wasent there, but as if it had been there [which it has] the 
entire time, thats control, you dig? i dig.. 

holes, and crawl into them. 



itn scared ini losing faith in people, im scared ini losing faith in family, iin scai^ed itn 
losing faith in love, its not people and family and love that are responsible for this 
fear i have, i know that, i dont know how to look ephemerality in the eye and 
accept it. do you? do you have an strategies? any secret tactics you might be able to 
share? i could trade some of the things iknow for some of the things you know. ha., 
i know a little a bit of cinnamon in a cup of black coffee mates you feel like money 
has no value, i know that if you watch the moon set over a lake by yourself at 5:30 
am and a poHce of&cer finds you doing it, he feels sorry for you, which makes no 
sense at all because you have a front row seat to the beautiful deadi of a day, a 
front row seat to promise, a front row seat to one of the only guarantees we seem to 
have illustrated for our tiny Htde eyes. 

things change, this is what it looks Uke. this is how it feels. 

im almost 24 years old. all my friends are married or on their way. raising children, 
or talking about soon raising children, mating money or talking about soon making 
money, i look at myself in the mirror and still see a child, for a split second i get the 
fri day-night- get-to -stay-up-late feeling, the h o me -alone-for -the -first- time feeling, 
then i realize, wait, this isnt normal, you arent normal, the world tells me 23 year 
olds shouldnt feel this way, 

ive got a bottie a whisky that was given to me by an old friend as his way of sharing 
a defense tactic, "this is how i deal with my day bobbo, its what you do when 
you grow up, at least around here, take a look around, there are two kinds of us; 
the ones that get up, make their money, buy their houses, have their kids, and fall 
asleep at night with their backs turned to each other., they take their medicine to 
do it all over again tomorrow, some use botties Hke these, some use big screen 
tvs. then there is the other kind., the kindi categorize myself in., i tate the medicine 
because i can see them all, right now its a bottle because at 22 i havent yet found 
anything that works as well." buuuuaaawwwhbh!!! looking at this bottie serves as a 
reminder that i refuse to be old enough to drink, as much as i appreciated the 
gesture i can now only loot at these 350 mill iliters of corked liquid from kentucty 
and frantically search for a metaphorical blanket to pull up over mj' head or a 
nighthght switch to turn on ~ so it wont be so dark. 

where is everyone else that feels tiiis way? 

i know youre out there. 

i tnow i need to hold on to faith in people, in myself, in this night. 

shelter, wind, i wish you the happy that should come with a holiday, and the hope 
that you wiU never spend one lonely, not because its "bad" per say, only because 
there really is no need, i dont think the lessons of lonely holidays teach much more 
than the lessons of ice water numb boxes. 



because it/s ok to talk about (the title, i think?) by elizabeth bishop 
i look down my leg. 
and i realise, 

while the dull pain Is somewhat 
interesting 

I do It to see the blood. 
If I was in front of a psychiatrist 
this would tip him off 
to the source of my neuroses- 
If It really was my father/s fault, etc. 
but I know It/s mine. 
but I don/t really mind. 
l/m not the stereotype 
rip open the skin bleed all over the place 
then tell my friends. 
I keep It to myself 
though some do know, 
mostly my lovers 

who are either disgusted or concerened 
all, patronising. 

I don/t mind my scars 

In fact, I think I love them. 

lam proud of my pain 

and to display It 

Is better 

than the most expensive colourful tattoo. 

I cut my thigh In the summer, and my arms In high school. 

I cut my thighs when I was c/ michael 

and I cut them again c/ you. 

It/s the winter so my skin Is dry 

and It heaves open 

I barely have to ask it to. 

I am not young and supple 

I am begging for death. 

no, that/s not true either 

lam begging for you 

to understand. 

I love my scars 

and l/m gonna cutting 

until I don/t want to anymore. 

I/II keep cutting and smoking and drinking 

and shaving off the days of my life 

very slowly. 

very slowly 

until lam a child again 

and you and I have never met 

and I have never kissed 

and I have never been fucked 

and all I want 

from hereto then 

is to be loved. 

childish, 
i know. 



Upstate: Just Names On a Nlap by Wild Turkey Desire 

The hand of the Great Spirit - Haudenosaunee, meaning 'people of the longhouse" 

Iroquoia- I'i'thS? 18th. 
century British, definition of the land of the Haudenosaunee or Iroquois 
Confederacy, settlement by colonizers beyond the Gnadilla River prohibited by 
treaty Lake Country - "up here in the Lake 

Country we've lived with this business a702)^tlme. .. 'n while it's cert'nly 
mysteerious, it's aleetle something t' makelifelnterestln'l ' 

The Land of Silly Ifames The 

Military Tract - In 1'?'79, when George Washington ordered GeneralJohn Sullivan 
to destory the Iroquois Confederacy. The "military" campaign actually was more 
hke a real estate tour for the army because at the conclusion of the Revolutionary 
War, the State of Hew York set aside 1 60 million acres of land in the Finger Lakes 
to be used to pay off debts to the soldiers who had fought without compensation 
during the war. The higher ranks of the military received more acres, with 
privates receiving 600 a piece. Land was distributed in late l?90s. 

Classical Names- Hannibal, Lysander, GamUlus, Pompey, Ulysses, Homer, Solon, 

Romulus, Syracuse, Ithaca, Geneva 

English Writers- Dryden, Milton, Locke 

Otherplaces- Chili, Lima, Warsaw, Varna, Cuba, Mexico, Oakfield, Alabama 

The Land of Whiskey and Pumpkin Pie- Pie People vs. Whiskey Polk 

The Burned-Over District - First third of 19th century religious fervor 

Bodom and Sin City- Ithaca 

The Inland Empire- Empire strikes back 

Btorm Country- Welcome to earth 

The Finger Lakes - The Haudenosaunee were perhaps the first to recognize the 
lakes as fingers, but the term Finger Lakes is American- English, whatever that 
means 

Cayuga - Ilame come from Iroquois tribe 

Beneca - ITame comes from Iroquois tribe 

Canadice- Meaning "long lake" in Iroquois language; (even though only three 

miles long) 

Honeoye- Meaning "finger lying" or "where the finger lies" in Iroquois language 

Hemlock - named for logging community that developed nearby 

Conesus- Gahn-yuh-sas; IJamed for the sheep berries that used to grow along the 

shore 

Otisco- Meaning "waters much dried away" in Iroquois language 

Bkaneateles- Meaning 'long lake" in Iroquois language; (romantics also tried to tie 

word to meaning "beautiful maiden") 

Owasco - Meaning "lake of the floating bridge" in Iroquois language 

Keuka - Meaning "Canoe landing" in Iroquois language 

Canandaigua - Meaning "place selected for settlement" in Iroquois language 

I owe some research credit on the above matters to the book, The Finger Lakes of 
New York- specifically, the introduction by Carol Kammen 




photograph hy Nicole Lagoe 
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A Momesalt of ConsluBsaoia 

Hope, hope, hopefiilly tliis issue provided you youi own moment of excited 
palpitations of escape and adventuie, but, also, helped tlie rushing back to tlie same 
place from the moment of reverie less negatively overwhehning, but, instead, 
overwhehningly filled witli possibility. Hope, hope, hopefully that all makes 



If you enjoyed tliis issue, you should check out some past issues! Currently, 
downloadable .pdf versions ai^e undei^way, but in order to receive pmited back 
issues, some money (like mailing costs and very minimal printing costs) is 
necessary. Email tliecanaryzme(fl?gmail.com and we'll figure out each "order" 
individually. If you'd like to order a bimch to distribute, that's awesome too! 
We'll find the cheapest way possible to do it I should probably write somethin' 
about that (the economics of tilings) somewhere (or you can go to one of the back 
issues and read a brief essay on the lustoiy of zines and their place witliin 
American protest liteiatiue). 



Anyhow, look forward to Issue #6 comin' out m May AND check out tlie flyer on 
the back cover, and, better yet, head to tlie show! THANK YOU, everybody! 



